THE FIGHT FOR TRUTH

in some quarters, there was nothing wrong with the recipe
like the Faculty of Medicine in Moliere's Comedy.  So
high an ideal constantly nourished the Master that, whenever
he found any spurious growth of tares and briars in the
soil, he imposed upon himself the sacred duty of rooting
them out, and in so doing, no tie of friendship ever
withheld him from correcting the party that was to blame.
When those archers threw their arrows at Keshav, no
one was more pained at heart than Vijay ; he felt that,
unless Keshav were restrained, that umbra of scorn and
opposition that tended to swallow up Keshav, would also
swallow up the entire Samaj. Vijaykrishna, however,
knew that Keshav would be the last person to surround
himself with a divine aureole, and that he could not
possibly have that state of mind wherein a person conies
to over-value himself and love of power shoots up within
him like the noisy Tower of Babel.  His only quarrel
with Keshav was that he ought not to have allowed his
followers to run to such excesses. Nothing weighed so
much with Vijaykrishna as religion, and his religion,
because it was broad-based on Universalism, had always
a fine humanism. Vijaykrishna left the Samaj, when his
attempts at realizing the principle of Universalism were
defeated, and the Samaj was ridden by the phantom of
partisanship.

Vijaykrishna was never a party-man. Party-men
succeed neither in art, nor in religion, nor in life. The
true artist is of the centre, and even the petty bickerings
are sublimated by him to the realm of pure literature.
"What is murky, little, and obscene is drawn by the
graving tool of the artist with never a line in vain, so
that it becomes a strong and noble thing, a possession
for ever." The true artist imparts even to polemics an
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